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excited him to new fillings and return-freights of his Letter-Boxes*
I have not taken oath that into this biographical chest-of-drawers,
I will not in the course of time introduce another Box. "Neither
to my godson, worthy gossip, will it do any harm that he is pre-
sented, poor child, even now to the reading piiblic, when he does
not count more months than, as Horace will have it, a literary
child should count years, namely, nine."

In walking homewards, I praised his wife. "If marriage/'
said I to him, "is the madder, which in maids, as in cotton,
makes the colours visible, then I contend, that Thiennette, when
a maid, could scarcely be so good as she is now when a wife. By
Heaven! in such a marriage, I should write Books of quite an-
other sort, divine ones; in a marriage, I mean, where beside the
writing-table (as beside the great voting-table at the Eegensburg
Diets, there are little tables of confectionery); where in like man-
ner, I say, a little jar of marmalade were standing by me, namely,
a sweetened, dainty, lovely face, and out of measure fond of the
Letter-Box-writer, gossip! Your marriage will resemble the Aca-
cia-grove we are now going to, the leaves of which grow thicker
rath the heat of summer, while other shrubs are yielding only
shrunk and porous shade."

As we entered through the upper garden-door into this same
bower, the supper and the good mistress were already there.
Nothing is more pure and tender than the respect with which a.
wife treats the benefactor or comrade of her husband : and hap-
pily the Biographer himself was this comrade, and the object of
this respect. Our talk was cheerful, but my spirit was oppressed.
The fetters, which bind the mere reader to my heroes, were in
my case of triple force; as I was at once their guest and their
portrait-painter. I told the Parson that he would live to a greater
age than I, for that his temperate temperament was balanced as
if by a doctor so equally between the nervousness of refinement,
and the hot thick-bio odedness of the rustic. Fixlein said that
if he lived but as long as he had done, namely, two-and-thirty
years, it would amount, exclusive of the leap-year-days, to 280,320
seconds, which in itself was something considerable ; and that he
often reckoned up with satisfaction the many thousand persons of
his own age that would have a life equally long.

At last I tried to get in motion; for the red lights of the
falling sun were mounting up over the grove, and dipping us still
deeper in the shadows of night: the young mother had grown